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Scott L. Davidson
THE VIEW FROM CATALDO MISSION
S to o p e d  an d  s ickened by the drive 
I leave you at  the  coffee shop  
an d  c l imb the slick g ro o m e d  lawn 
to C a ta ld o  Mission.  T hre e  days  
wa tc h in g  old f r iends  d i sman t le  
the ir  m ar r ia ge  an d  I have ru n  ou t  
o f  s team.  M y boot s  g ra b  
at  n o th in g  on  the  g ro und .
Nights,  the  window s  blazed
in o u r  bo r r o w e d  home.  All w eekend  we c l imbed
the f looded hillside wi th w o o d  barely  d ry  en o u g h
to burn ,  looking on as fr iends m a p p e d
the vacancy between them,  the  civilized ex change
of  children.  I th ink  o f  y o u r  hands
cur led ,  coffee s t eam ing  f rom  the ch ipped cu p
held between them.  I c l imb to s tay  warm .
M ay b e  when  priests had  it built  
an d  the to w n  b o o m ed ,  wh en  miners  
pul led themselves  at  dusk  f rom the g r o u n d ,  
the miss ion d i d n ’t need to be expla ined,  its 
vaul ted  window s  b u rn in g  like signal fires.
T o d a y  co n s t an t  ra in  s t reaks  the  d a r k  window s  
blind.  T h e  bell t ow er  point s  to g u n-m eta l  
c louds  ch o k in g  the  hills.
T o d a y  all the mission gives me 
is distance .  F r o m  here the chi ldren
in the  s u p e r m a r k e t  are  no threa t ,  chi ldren  n o d d in g  weakly  
in carts  nea r  the magazines ,  the s low fire of  lead 
in the ir  b lood.  S tu n ted  birch cling to the  ridge, 
scrawl ing,  like a dea f  b o y ’s fingers in the  air, 
thei r  pleas for  soil. O u r  m ap s  m ea n  no thing.
W i th o u t  them ,  you w o n d e r  ho w  long we can last.
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Here,  the  s t o r m ’s wors t  has passed.  Heat  
escapes  the g ro u n d  like s team from a pond .
W h a t ’s left is ours ,  heat en o u g h  to  fol low the  miners  
and  thei r chi ldren east.  T o d a y  a n o t h e r  beaten  family 
leaves, a n d  the dust  th a t  rises f r o m  thei r t racks  
lights the road like a brushf ire.  F r o m  here we drive 
the valley wall  in to clouds .  We have lasted this long. 
Th e  chi ldren in the  s u p e r m a r k e t  are  not  yet ours.
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